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Coning Home,
* Ho is coming.” #aid a maiden,
Froy: + 16 midst of cruel war,
Wil the spoils of viotory laden,
He is coming “W0me once more. '

Thus a maid ~ith golden bair,
And with ¢¥es of azure blue,

Baid, as o1 the breezy air
Wavisg, lier bright tressca flow.

Hope within her breast was high;
Bat, alas ! hope oft brings sorrow;

Yea! the young hopes often die
Loog before the expected morrow.

8o the hopes we fondly cherish

“TA¥ the riging of the momn, L EL

Liong before the evening perish, ~
And 8o lvave us all forlorn.

¥

But as weeks and months they fleated,
8till beside the rippling tide

Thoee few words the maid repeated,
Bat in eadness oft she sighed.

Oft she saw his dark brown eye;
Oft she felt his sweet embrace;
Ae in dreamings by the sea,
Oft shié saw her lover's face,

Ba*, alas' she little knew

That that dark brown eye was closed;
Tha! her lover b1ave sud trne

Tuthe sloep of death reposed.

When at last the tidings came,
That her warrior lover brave,
Crowned with lanrel leaves of fame,
Far away had found a grave,

Then no toar bedewed her cheek,
But her face grew deadly pale;

Not a word did she thon speak,
Utterod not a single wail.

Bat for many s weary day,
Waandered sadly by the tide;

Gradually slie pined away—
Beartbroken, soon she died.

FOR TWENTY YEARS.

A Christmas Story.

1t doun’t seem much of a story to tell,
though it was a tough one to live. . You
fea, 1t was more than twenty years ago
that my twin brother and I sold out onr
homestead in New York, and went to
California to snek our fortuna. Al tha
rest of the family were dead, and we two
were the mora attached to each other for
that.

Well, we tried mining, and we tried
trading, and we tried everything we
could think of, but nothing seemed to
prosper with us; we only grew poorer
and poorer.

Finally, we thought of the idea of sep-
arating, go as to work two fields at onoe,
before the lust of our capital was gone.
There was great talk just then of some
new gold region, and we agreed thatone
of us should go there and try his luck,
while the other stayed in 8an Francisco
and carried on a little business we had
ﬂi.lci) ried there, it .

course, everything was partner-
ship. I never thought of an interest
separate from his, and he, I knew, felt
the same. /

Woell, the question arose which of us
should go. 1t wasn't very tempting, the
mining life, aud neither of us was anx-
ions for it, aud so we drew lots to see
who should go.

The lot fell to me,

There was another reason why I didn’t
want to go, besides the uncomfortable
life, but [ wouldn't tell Rob; for I
wouldn’t dzive him off to the mines, and
I knéw 4Wis generons heart so well, that
I was sure jhe - would iusist on going, if
he wore nware of all,

But—weil, the trath is, in a word, I
WAS inlluve. and I couldn’t bear to leave
my dainty SBusy to fight the world alone
—she was n music teacher, poor thing!
—mnor for other fellows to fall in love
with,

However, I snbmitted, of course, to
the lot, aud made my preparations to
go. It waa a sad heart that I bore
around to Susy's rooms that night, and
I eouldn’t besr to tell her ; but, bless
youl ske no eooner saw my face than
she kucw somcthing was coming, and
she bracd herself up to meet it before
she askedwo a question. After we had
spoken of the weather, and the book I
bad brough! her the day before, at Jast
she said, quietly .

‘* Well, Ralph, what is #7 I know
you lhsm bl::d |.;a «8 for me.”

“It's 1 for me, Busy, and I'm
afraid it will bo bad for you; tholigh
T oomlin'tg i

couldn’t go on, and she spoke in
brave as she always was : e 4

"Ralph.%on know I'm used to mis-
‘ell me at once,”

8o I told her, aund she bore it nobly—
88 I knew she would—though I was the
only friend she had in San Francisco,

exsept her pupils.
Butlh.uf‘: ought of another plan to
make my &oing a little easier. That

was, to mako her my wife before I left,
80 a8 to leavae her fu the care of Rob,
and relieve her from the hard life she
was living,

Was
risi and proteot il i
| Brave little woman |

Bat let me go back. I took hg.-ﬁ
our cozy boarding place, which was in-

& home to us, installed her as jts
made every provision that loye

could suggest for her comfort, enjoyed
the bliss of a few hours’ honeymoon,
and then left her.
I needn’t speak of that.
1 tell you.
Ab, well | I'm an old man now—older
by sorrow than by years ; but I shall
never forget the fresh, dainty look of
my darling, as I loft her on the steps
that bitter day—a bride in the morning,
a widow at night. And I never did for-
get itthrough al! the black years, though
it seemed as though the very memory
of it would drive me mad. )
Well, I went to t'uc; mines, ntrild Ittned
faithfully, erly, for my heart was
longing to “t.sbnuk to her. But I counld
not sncceed. Mails were not then es-
tablished, so I did not hear from my two
dear ones; but all the harder I toiled,
for never a thought of doubt entered
my mind, I was only too glad to have
my dear brother to care for her, and
save her from all rongh contact with the
world.

Finding no luck in the mines, I de-
termined to push on into the Indian
country, and try a little hunting and
trapping—for that was good business
then. I suncceeded a littlo better at that,
but wandere on, and finally came out
a' Frazer river, whera the gold excite-
meunb hil broken ont Qereely. )

I don't know now whether it wak
monihs or; years—days and weeks were
alike to me for a long time —but at last I
was successful, and got together five
thionsand dollara in the yellow dast. Of
course, my only thought was of my
wife, and I seized the firet opportunity
to send off the treasure.

A miner, going ‘home, willingly took
ociarge of my little pile, and soon I
beguu to look for letters.

Bob's I vould easily imagine—noble,
manly, like himself. Susy's I thought
of, aud “tricd to fancy, hundreds of
tiwaes, for I'd never had a letter from
Ler. I knew it would be delicate and
dainly, and like my pretty snowdrop.

Well, well, fancies may do very well,
buit they won't feced a hungry heart.

Day after day passed by, and no let-
t« re. My soul grew sick. I made all
8 rts of excoses for them. Iimagined
a! sorts of delnys. Bat the long, dreary
di.ye went by with leaden feet, and not s
wod came to the wanderer.

I grew moitbid and bitter, and at last
I wrote to an aequaintance in San Fran-
cisco, arking for tidicgs of my brother
aud wifa,

‘The friend was not so neglectful as
tl.o wifo and brotleor, =

Hoon—too soon—I got a reply. I can
8 v 1t now, in lettersof fire. ** My dear
feilow,” it ran, ** I have made inquiries,
a+ you requested, about your wife and
brother, aud I can only find that they
disappeared from here a few months
8y 0, telling no ove whence they were
guing, but evidently having plenty of
money."”

Whit more the letter contained I
necver knew; that much of 1t was-burned
into my brnin, and at that point I lost
myself. They do eay I was a raviog
maunise. Perhaps so; I don’t know,

I only know I found myself an old
man, blasted before my time, like a
tree struek by lightning.

Yet, I could not feel angry. How
conld [ blame him? Was I not mad to
leave him, with his loving heart, to care
for a tender young beauty like my Susy ?
How could he help loving her? Wasn’t
she all that was lovely? He was not to
blame, poor fellow,

It was hard.

And she? Did she not love me, and
was he not my twin brother? What so
strange that, seeing his love, she should
grow to return it ¢

What should T do? Should I search
them oat, and blast their lives foraver?
Should I come with my ignoble revenge
atd tear her from his arms? Would she
love me for itt BShould I get back my
wife and brother ¢

Ob, no ! I had been gone long enongh
to give her a divorece—she had nandonbt-
edly got it, and was even now his wife,
His wife! Oh, God, and I could live!

Weeke, months, years, dragged on. I
scarcely knew they d. Mechani-
cally, I worked on. Fortune, no longer

sought, showered gold on me,
neught for it, bat instinet
from throwing it away. ambling was
utterly repugnant to me. No form of
dissipation lured me. X was an old, old
man at thirty. I only worked and
thought, and lived over the old days—
my oue briel day of perfect joy.

I never cursed them. 'The hurt was
to> Aeep and oo sharp for curses. From
tho depths of my torn heart I pitied
them

Weil, twenty years rolled on, and I
had got to be forty-five years old, feeling
and looking more like sixty-five, bent
and stiff and gray haired.

Oune pleasant Christmss day, in my
wanderings, I came on a traveling part;
of mirers, bound to the gold regions, {
joined them, frontier fashion, and was
8oon srated at their fire, exchanging
nows of the Indians and from the
Btates. I chanced to mention my
name,

‘‘We've got & namesake of yours in
oun?‘: said one fellow.

. '» Have yout” I said, carelessly. ** It
isn'l a common name."”

I cared

he. ‘¢ Besides, yon somehow remind
me of him, though you're much older
than he. By-the-way, there he comes |”

I turned—something, I knew not
what, shot through me; I rose, and
knew my brother,

My heart gave one great bound. I
forgot my wrongs. I saw my dear
other self, the companion of my boy-

I ng forward.

‘* Robert'! dear old boy! is it you 1”
. uﬂme looked at me eagerly - incredu-
ously.

“ ph ! it can’t be you |”

“It is 1" I cried, and—well, I don't

revented me |

“No; and that's why it's odd,” said | arm

know as I'm azhamed cf it—I embraced
him like a echoolgirl, and wept.

And so did he, poor fellow, though
he could hardly believe the wrecked old
man was his brother,

Bat what stiuck me, even then, as
strange, he did not shrink from me, nor
aot as though he had injured me.

** Robert,” I said, when we were
alone, and calmer, **I've forgiven you
long ago. We won't speak of the past
—let me only bé happy in the bliss of
seeing yon once more. I'll never come
around to trouble you.”

** Forgive me ?" he said, inquiringly.
I don't understand. You'll never
tronble me—and we’ll not speak of the
past? Why dido’t you write to us,
Ralph ¥ Your poor little wifs *'—

“ Dopn't speak cf her!” I oried, in
sudden agony. ‘I can bear anything
else—spare me that]”

¢ But, Ralph, there’s something very
straoge here. Why didn't youn let us
hear from you? Why can’t I speak of
hort Since yon are not dead—as we
supposed —why did yvou desert her "

** Depart Lher! My God!” and I
fairly Jaughed.

A horrible laugh, I dare say, for
Robert turned pale. I could see he
thought 1 was mad. I resolved to con-
trol myseH, and since we must have it
out, talk 1t over. Bo, after a turn or
two, I came back, and stood by him
once more.

** Now, Robert, if there is any mis-
teke Lere, lot me understand it at once.
I left yon twenty years ago, in charge of
my wife, in San Francisco"—

“ You did, and I"—

‘“ And you.” I interrapted, **took
good care of her, and did not hear from
m-; and ehe grew tired of waiting, and
loving a sbadow; and you—and you—
leved her I'”

‘* Hold 1" he shouted, his eyes blaz-
ing. ** Who told you that infamous
lio?"

‘* And she,” I went on, not heeding
him—** she grew faint and tired; and
sho saw your love, and she—returncd
it '’

Robert seized my arm as though he
wonld morder me ; but I went on,
conliy @

‘“ Hush, till I have done. When you
roceived the mouey I sent, yon were too
fur gone to go back. BShe got o divorce;
you married her, and left the city, I
doa’t blame you.'”

““ And yon !—you've belioved this
tLing for twenty years ?'” he said, calmly
now, tho ib-yyas the calmoess of o
staobhered voleano.

“I havo,”

** You bave for twenty long years be-
licved that your wife and your brother
wore infamously false to you 1

“J have,” -

‘ Then hear me, Ralph, while I
swear”’—and his form seemed to fairly
dilate, and grow grand, as he said—
‘* solemnly, that the whole story is a
most infamous falsehood! That yonr
w fe i3 ns true to you to-day as she was
the day you left her, twenty years ago 1"

*‘ What do you mean i I cried, franti-
c.lly, overwhelmed by his manner and
b3 worda,

““ What I do sav, Ralph. Ob! there
hos beeu some damnable mistake ! Hear
my story. After you leit us, 1 strug-
gied on with the business, though not
ancceeding very well. Susy drooped at
first, but soon grew cheerful, and begnn
to plan for your return.”

Hia words brooght the dsar little
creaturs so piainly before my eyes, that
I sunk to the ground and covered my
fuce,

‘“As weeks and months and years
p::ssed on,” he went on, slowly, **her
ci.eeis grew thin snd pale, and a hun-
gy look came into her ey I saw ehe
was pining, and wrote lett® after letter
to you, but no word" could we hear.
There camo to me in a simple envelope,
d rected to both of us, a draft of five
tl ousand dollars, with not a word to
tell how or from whom it came, Of
o urce we knew it was from you, but
w iether g.ft or legaoy, who could tell?

** Wo instituted new inquiries, Noth-
i1 g that love could suggest was left un-
dene, At last we were forced to con-
¢l ule that you were dead. By my ad-
vize the mouney was invested in a farm
scme distance from Ban Franeisco, and
S8y went to live on it, while I started
outon a sort of vagabond, wandering
li'e, in hopes at least to ind your grave
—for we never believed you could be
alive these long years and never let us
hear. That life I have lived for fifteen
Y+ ars, returning once in three or four
Yy ar8 to see to the comfort of Susy; and
now I find yon "'—

‘“You find me,” I intcrrupted, *'a
w:eck—a miserable wreck, who has
blisted three lives by his criminal weak-
ncss, his childiah credulity in believing
evil, and who will soon rid the earth oi
his presence,” and I started to go, for
verily despair had seized upon me.

That T should have believed that hor-
ror for so many years, and find it all a
stapid mistake; that I shoumld have
thrown away my life, the blessed love of
my true wife, the warm affaction of my
brother, for an idle scandal! It was too
much to endure,

Robert laid a detaining hand on my

‘“ But Busy, Ralph! what shall T sa
to the loving little woman who has snz
fered so much for youni”

‘“Let her still believe me dead,” I
said, gloomily,

‘* Nay, brother; let me rather restore
you b:o harl; Ralplr, g&ﬂl.wmiomd let
us 80 happy ® as to partl
make up for thaaat;:in ofmislnkmnnz
error snd grief,”

Well, he persnaded me, and soop I
wai rager enough myeelf, Now the
gold I had decpised wnaa valuable, as it
conld add to Busy's comfort. I gather-

ed it up, and we started for home,

Home! Ihad not spoken the word
for fifteen years.

As we went, Robert tried to prepare
me for a change in Susy,

“* Bhe has had a life of sortow as well
as you, Ralph, and you must remember
she isn't the girl of eighteen you left.
She is nearly forty years old.”

As I drew hear, I seemed to grow
young again, and I wanted to rush
throngh without st pping a moment.
But Robert refused; and he wanted to
get me into civilized clothes, and under
the hands of a barber. He wouldn't
take soch a wild man of the woods
home to the little, waiting wife.

So we stopped a few hours in SBan
Francisco. I had my long white hair
and beard trimmed, and my dress ar-
ranged to suit Robert, and hastoned on
toward home.

As we approached the blessed spot
where my darling lived, I could scarce-
ly breathe, and I dreaded to frighten
her to death. In sight of the house, I
sent Robert ahead to tell her, and I
basely hid in the shrubbery, where I
onnld look iuto the window.

There she was! the same dainty
figure—the eame lovely face; but
dressed, oh, my God! in widow's
weeds, and her bonny brown hair thick-
ly sprinkled with silver.

I saw her rapid, eager conversation.
I raw the color come quickly to her
face, then leave it pale as death. I saw
her turn to the door, and fly, AndI
sprang to meet her and—and—

Well, I can’t tell about that.

On hearing her story, I found that
Robert had left out the tale of his own
griefa. That he had warmly loved a
gontle girl, but never let her know it ;
had racrificed his own happiuess to
spend kis life seeking me, and caring
for my wife ; that she had married an-
other, and Robert was forced to see her
tlin very unbappy wife of a poor, mis-
erable wretch.

And what said the little woman, when
she knew thatI had stayedaway all thesge
long years, had blasted her life, disap-
pointad my brother'slife love, made deap
misery fer four, by my stupid belief of
n pioce of gossip that, even to hear re-
peaied, she shrunk from as though it
would wither her? I always knew she
wns & ongel. She said, though with
quivering lips and tearful eyes :

“ Dear Ralph, let us speek of it never
again. It was a dreadful mistake, Let

us La lmplpy in the years we have yet to
li76, and leave it to another life to ad-
just the errors of this,”

e —————

A New Pictare of the Camel,

Apn American in Tarkistan, in describ-
ing whet he saw, iu Seribner’s, gives us
this entircly new picture of the camel,
the ehip of the desert: Ungainly, un-
amiable and disgusting in odor, they are
set down ms n rort of cross between a
cow and a cassowary. Soeou in the dis-
tence, they make one think of a big
overgrown ostrich, with their claw-feet
and their long unecks, which they turn
abont 8o ag always to observe everything
whicl: comes by, aud stare at you with
their big wvacant eyes uutil you have
passed fully out of sight. They seem to
staud cold very well, althongh they will
take eold and die if allowed to lie down
iu the snow. Henes, during the winter
on the steppe, their bodies are wrapped
up in felt, which, when tuken off in
spring, carlies most of the hair with it,
and they then look entirely naked. I
they get an idea into their heads tuat
the road is long, or the weight too
heavy, or iLat some part of the harness
i8 wrong, they commence to howl., It is
not exactly a groan nor a ery, but a very
buman, shrill and disagreeable sound;
and this they never cense—they keep it
up from the time they start nntil they
reach their destination, varying their
performances by occasionally kneeling
down and refusing to advanece; orif they
do go on, holding back in such a man
ner as to make progress all the slower,
In this case there is nothing to do but
to unfasten the animal, turn him loose
and tie his legs together, whon he will
begin to browse abont, poking the snow
away with his nose, and his driver will
find him when he comes back. Cuamels
are much too stupid to go home, as any
other animal would, but thoy will con-
tinue to walk on in the same direction
their fncea are turned, without ever
thinking of master or stable or anything
else, They are very revengeful, and in
the spring reason the male camels are
very often dangerons. Many instances
are known where they have {iitten per-
sons to death, and they then Liave to be
oarefully muzzled. There was one com-
fort to be got out of them notwithstand-
ing—their walk was 8o quiet and saun-
tering, that in the morning, when it was
not too cold, we oould read with ease in
the carriage, as there was not motion
enough to jolt the book.

After a Tramp,

A man knocked at the door of a house
near Whitestown, N. Y., demanded
something to eat, and being refused,
threatened to set firo to the roof. The
lady within refused to open the door,
and quickly slipped out of the house
by the back way and ran to her husband,
who was at work near by. The tramp
caught sight of the husband and ran off,
but was olosely pursned. The husband
lost his breath and shouted to a neigh-
bor to follow the fogitive. - The neigh-
bor ran for a while, but he too became
exhausted after he had passed the word
to a third mun. Thoe last man was fresh,
and the tramp was led back to tha barn
iu the rear of the house where he had
apylied for admission, Then the three
wen tied hin ap by arms and each of
them gave him ns many lashes as they
conld lay npon him,

The Trick on Robbins,

James Robbins, of Detroit, the Free
Fress suys, has been missing for three
days, but there is no anxiety aronnd his
house to learn his fate. His wife knows
what caused him to disappear, and she
is willing to let him get good and ready
to come back. Robbins married a lone
widow about four months ago, and they
had not been wedded two weeks when
he gave her a beating. She overlocked
it then, thinking he would soon tone
down, but in n week more he blacked
her eyes, In brief, Robbins turned ont
to be a brute of a husband, aud tho ex-
widow had the sympathy of all the
noighbors. She is eaid to be meek and
humble in spirit, and Robbins had no
excuse for his brutality. Four or five
dnys ago he knocked her down and
started off nptown, and the wife crawled
over to n butcher’s to see abont having
Robbins arrested. e buatoher, who
weighs one hundrod and ninety ponnds
ond has a fist like & manl, knew a better
way than going to the police, And he un-
folded a plan. .

When Robbins reached home that
evening the house was dark and the
butcher, dressed in woman’s clothes and
with his jaws tied up, eat in the rock-
ing chair,

*‘ Why in blazes isn't supper ready ?”
howled Robbins, as he stood in the
door.

The butcher groaned.

‘* Grunting around again]” shouted
Robbins. ¢ What's the matter now ?”

The butcher groaned in,

‘ Yon {fecel too high toned to answer
me, do youl” growled the wife beater,
“ Well, we'il see about that. Just take
this, will you 1"

He struck out, but the disguised but-
clier caught his wrist, sprung up, and
therawas fun4in that cottage. Hechoked
Liobbins almost to death, tied him op
into hard kncts and untied him, drew
Lim around by the heels and the hair,
awd finally picked him up and tossed
him over the fence into the mud. The
wifo bealer had kept up a steady yelling
from the first uttack, and as he rose
from the mud and sped down the street
i veemed to think that Sitting Bull’s
whole fighting force were after him, At
eloren o'clock that night Le entered a
seloon snd told a story about six men
voubiug him, acd balf an hour later, as
be was prowling arcund o shed to find a
place to eleop, & policeman heard him
shying :

** Nose smashed, eyes burged up, sore
throat, brunized all over and awlul
sicepy! What s doceiving person a
widow womnn is [

Masses for Marie Antoinette,

On the sixteenth of October masses
wereo celebrated in the expiatory chapel,
on the Boulevard Haassmau, Paris,
from seven in the woruing until noon.
The occasion was the eighty-third anni-
versary of the execution of Qaeen Marie
Antoinette, The chapel is swall, ard
was full of people. It is sitnated in a
littlo park, on one of the central streets
o!f Paris. In this park are a few fine old
trees, which seem to hang in somber
sidness over the place whero the unfor-
tunate queen and her husband, Louis
the BSixteenth, were first buried. With
ait obtuse sense of the fitness of things,
a hack stand is permitted outride the
g.te, 'which, to keep at a distauce, wounld
b more iu k¢ eping with the regretful
reemories whichh  cluster aronud the
spot. This place of interraent, at the
time of their burial, was called the
churchyard of the Madelaine, aud ex-
teided from behind that grand old strue
ture to this quiet park, whicl is all that
is left of it. Streets, stately blocks and
hotels, have nsarped the resting places
of the silent. T'he remains of Marie
Actoinelte and of Louis the Sixteenth
W ro removed from this chapel, by Na-
poleon the First, to St. Dennie, where
are the royal tombs of kings. Among
the persons present at mass wero Don
Culos and the Duchess of Madrid,
Genernl de Qeslin, the Marquis de
Dreux-Boize, Vice-Admiral Sairset, the
Princess Tronvetzkio, and Madame Bar-
bier, granddaughter of Madame Das-
snnd, lady in waiting to the queen,
Tae usher was full eeven feet high, and
broad in proportion, with three or four
decorations on his breast, and room for
more. He made way for the members
of the House of Orleans with an air, and
chairs and people moved quickly to
either side, The ladies wore black
veils; one of their number carried a
mignificent rosary. The sudience evi-
diutly lived in the time of Marie An-
towettes, for all the antiquated rigging
of her reign surely made its appearance,
Don Oarlos partook of the sacrament,
Madame Barbier was maid of honor to
tho wile of Don Qarlos.

An Ancient Statute.

An old statnte has been unveiled in
Nuw Jersey which declares that all
chnreh %ngerhlinmenga, feats ro‘( legerde-
mein and jugglery, circus performances,
variety shows, or nn{l theatrical exhibi-
tion of any kind whatever are illegal.
The preamble to the old statute recites :
“‘Buch shows and exhibitions tend to no
good or useful purpose in society, but
on the contrary to collect together great
numbera of idle, unwary spectators as
woll ag children and s~rvants, to gratify

vain and useless curiosity and corrupt
tho morals of youth and straiten and
impoverish many poor families.”

A ocase is being tried under the statute
and it will go to the supreme court to
test tho validity of the section.

Duriog the seventy-two years’ exist-
ence of the British Bible Society it has
issned 78,482,728 books, at the cost of
£7,043,214 16s. 34,

Items of Interest.

Oharles Wood pleaded gnilty to driv-
ing a sore and wounded horse in New
York, and was senteuced to one year in
the penitentiary.

Look out for the new patent peach
pvasket which is cominginto mse next
year. It looks as if it would hold a peck,
but it is hard work to get & quart into
it. .

The population of Pern is decreasing,
being less then three millions. The de-
crease is attributed to earthquakes, dis-
eases, civil war and brandy, edpecially
thio latter.

An Tudinnapolis debating society has
decided that the execution of Charlea
the First was unjustifiable. Th[‘.‘ pros-
peets of the Sinart family are beginniug
tu look up.

Don’t think of knocking out another
prerson’s brains because he dlﬂ'el:a in
opinion with you. It will be as rational
to knock yonrself on the head because
you differ with yourself ten years ago.

Lord Ohancellor Campbell, a few days
bofore his death, met a barrister, and
remarked @ ** Why, Mr. —, you are
getting as fat us a porpoise.” * I':’f:
cowapany, my lord, for the great seal,
w.as tho ready repartee,

A New Orleans editor recently visited
Bosioa, and evidently went aronnd npon
a tour of investigation, He suys:
‘* There are eighty-three uncles in Bos-
ton with whowm young men can leave
the'r jowelry."

The chief of an Esquimaux tribe,
nemed Alank, arrived at Dundee, in
Scotland, the other day on board the
whaler Aretio, from Davis straits. Ha
is yonng und intelligent, aud is said to
b.ve been importuniug the eaptains of
whalers for some years past to bring
bim to England.

The deck of the Alert, in the Arctio
sun, was covered with two feet of snow
for economizing heat below, While the
air on the npper deck was seventy de-
groes below zero, equivalent to one
biadred degrees of frost, on the lower
deck a mean temperature of forty-nine
d« grees was meintsined,

‘Tha London Women's Printing So-
ciety, just established, affords girls an
o;-nortunity of receiving thorough in-
struction in type sottiog end the lighter
L..wches of printing. After a month's
£ 11 the girls enter upon a three years'
a; vonticeship, during which small but
inereasing weekly wuges are paid,

Lhe codfish caught off the shore of
Nowloundland are aplit, washed and
luid on spruce boughs to dry. After the
gi.a and air have pleached them white,
(}.oy are assorted into *“ merckantable,”
fi - the best markets, *“Mudeira,” for
anie a8 second quality, and ** dun,” or
bivken fish, for home consumption,
The flsh exported to Lot countries are
picked by serew power in casks, Very
i 20 quantilies are sent to countries as
reiuote as Greece, Spaiu aund Portugal.

Gloddaeth woods, npear Llandudno,
Wiles, has been Lhe sceno of an  extra-
ovlinary poaching aifray.  Fiiteen
k« pers, beut on eapturing a gang ot
poteners, hid in the gun-room, but the
pouchers, obtaining information of the
toup laid for them, detached a firing
purty, which kept up a fusillade from
behind o wall on ths guuo-roum, while
their comrades bagged the ganme, The
poachers kept their would-be eaptors in
citinement for an honr. ‘Three were
wonnded ; the remainder escaped by
Lwuping up tables and furmture for
pr -tection.

The Basketl Trick.

‘The trick known as the ‘*basket
trick,” which Heller, the prestidigitor,
introdnces excites a goed deal of snr-
p e, as it is only natnral it shomld.
Tuo conditions of the trick are simply as
fuilows: A large basket is brought out
aud placed in full view upon a bench
supported on four primitive wooden
l- g5 and leaving an open space between
the basket and the floor. ‘There seems
no possible way by which & human being
onece in conld get out of that basket
without being s.en. Tie basket placed
by Mr. Heller and his assistant, Mr.
Heller next brings forward a pair of
overalls which cover him io the neck
and which bave no outlet at the ends of
the sleeves or legs. When the overalls
aro drawn on and a bood drawn over Mr,
Heller's head and attached to the main
guiment by strings, there remains no
outlet for so much as a finger of the per-
former to get  through. Buat as Mr,
Heller is about to remove his coat for
the purpose ol donning this garment he
remembers that he is in New York in-
stead of Aunstralin—that is his careless]
stated excuse—and 8 screen, w
reaches up to the performer’s neck, is
placed behind tho basket, and the per-
former retirea bebind this aud effects
the change. Bo far as one nolices, his
head does not once disappear during the
time heis employed in drawing on the
overalls, The last vision one bas is cf
Mr, Heller's own fase disappesring in
the ample hood, and immediately he
steps out from behind the screen, and,
with the help of his assistant, climbs
into the basket, the lid of which is closed
upon him and locked. As far ss an
human eye oan diseover this is Mr, Hel-
ler who has just gone into the basket,
but in the same instant-—almost before
the cover is down—Mr, Heller makes
his appearance in ordinary evening cos-
tome at the entrance of the theatre and
walks down the aisle, inquiring ““ what
was being done with him.” He imme-
dintely ascends the platiorm, opens the
busket and nobody is within. The qnes-
tion is still an open one, How did Mr,
Heller cease to be the man in the
lg:::et. and whoever the man in tho

et was, how did he get out !



